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It w a fact, as I've hern told.
Thut pple. in th-- r day of old.
4't rich lu silver anil in gold.
Jiu matter what lluv bought cr sold.

By minding their ow u business.

Thev did not try to wound one's fame,
iT slander anybody's nitnie:
They cared not when vou went or came
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Mrs. Partington, recently, at a temperCURRENT ITEMS.

HTH A WJSKHltYJA'G.

flraee," said Jack. "I thought ma be
you'd like to criticise it a little this even-
ing. It's a story!"

"A story, is it?" said Miss Grace, smil-
ing. " Well, since you are here, and are
more familiar with "it lliun 1 am, suppose
you read it lo me."

That w as just w hat .lack wanted to do.
He drew nearer the lighl.

"The mime of il is 'The Beautiful Res-
cuer,'" said he, his heart beginning to
beat considerably quicker than usual.

"Go on," said Miss Grace, encourag-
ingly, turning her head to sVc what kept
the boy puckering and frowning so long
over his manuscript.

The fact was. Jack's handwriting was
somewhat of the "pot-hook- " character,
and he could hardly read it himself.
Finally he cleared his voice and began :

There was a muu who had u grute iiienny
cnncinys. His name was Agustuss ilcrwent.

One day us lie went to take a walk on the
rulcroud track, lie swung his cunc and eujoid
the huiiiiuy breeze and two other men which
jumped nut from a pile of rocks und nocked
liini down.

Tliey gagged his hands anil feet, and lade
him ucrost the track und tide him titc to the
rules with rofiea as big us my two arms, and
when they herd the express train coining they
lit out for the woixls.

Now there was a high stone wall :ilwut thrn
feet thick, hesiile the Track, mill a Beautiful
young Luily was walking ou the other side of
it. She peeMil throo a little crack and Hiw a
f tentleniaii fastened to the rules and the train
a coming nt litening speed. So she did not
kuow what to do, but she got a rock and
broke a hole through tbe wall and crept
through.

The of the express tnmc was
now right up to mister Derwent's head, but
she pulled out her e and cut lliliL
louse, and pulled him otf just as the train
wliizd by!

When lie come to he thnnked the voting
Lady for saving his life, and usked Her if ho
should see her home for fear of the Indians.

"Wei, Silver-plate,- " replied the young I.ady
who was u Frenchman. So they walked a
piece when she told him she suw a hominy on
a shovel w hich was her father and he would
go the rest of the way with her. Agtistusa
dcrweiit then married the young Lady, who
he called his Beautiful Rescuer.

Her nuiue was a Mclia.
There was a short pause, and, getting

no response, Jack hemmed and coughed
to signify that he had read all he had
written. Miss Grace had stopped her
sewing and was bendingtoward the grate,
shaking quietly ; though why she shook
Jack couldn't imagine.

"Jack, dear," she said, presently, in a
" did read ' Baronstrange voice, you ever

Munchausen?'"
" No, ma'am."
" The book is there on the table. Sup

If it watt your ow n business.

And if a man did what was right
In nix own mind, and in the night
Of (iod and Law. by day and nitrht.
lie went ahead and fought the n;bl.

Determined on hi business.

Bnt in drgen'rate modem days
There's quite a change ill peo'ple'a ways.
And what a person does or saye
Mast he held ap unto the guzv

Of every busybody.

And if yon do not tell them. too.
Where von are going, and w hat to do.
Thev get in such au awful stew.
They'll even watch and fellow you

These very busybodica.

And then they surely think they know
Just when roil come and when you go.
And thev wit! whisiier. ao ami so.
To everv friend and every foe

These very busyhodics.

But if we take the ains to see
Who ihrw same be.
We find there's not a he or she
Who has a decent history.

Among these busybudiea.

Bnt let ns do more notice take
Of evil tongues; but. for their sake.
We'll hope and pray they soon may wake
from wickedness, and money make

By minding their own business.
Chicago Tribune.

QUALITY HILL.

Mrs. Woodcock gat in tbe middle of
the room, with her feet on the rug of the
chair and her fingers in her ears.

" I like to hear thunder well enough:
I don't know hut what I do. I am not
any afraid of that. But I be some scart
of the lightning," said she, starting as the
heavens blazed over with a sheet of
flame in instant glory, with a crush and
roar that found its way through her fat
fingers anJ through two wads of cotton,
bursting her ears like the trump of
doom.

" Mercy on me!" shrieked Mrs. Wood-
cock, " that struck. Now you may rely
upon it, as true as you are a living creat-
ure, that struck!

Mr. Spoftcrd's old sorrel horse, the
only living creature in sight, made no re-
ply, but kept on nibbling away at the
white clover on the green before the
door. lie only turned his back to the
driving rain, that flew from the west to
the east so fast and so heavy that it was
more like a bank of fog than moving
drops of water; and gave a passing shiver
when the rainfall changed to bail, and
rattled down in stones as large as birds'
eggs.

But Mrs. Woodcock was above the
blind trust --of the beast; so, pale and
trembling, she pressed her bands tighter
over her ears, and looked at a spider's
web in the darkest corner of the room as
steadfastly as if she was sitting for her
photograph.

The thunder growled itself to sleep at
last, the lightning dashed its life away
and the sun broke out like a sudden
smile on a babv's face. Still the uncon-
scious Mrs. Woodcock held on to her
ears and gazed at the spider's web until
the outer door was flung open, and the
chore boy shuffled in. He was a hempen-haired- ,

buttermilk-eye- d lad of fifteen,
who was either half-witte- d or half-craze- d

possibly both.
"Ho! Aunt Prissy," he cried, "what

are you keeping Independence for, the
day after the Fourth; It has all come
oftas clear as new cider, and you are

.wasting your time sitting there like a
statue. You better be mending my
pantaloons."

As he spoke a sudden sunbeam darted
through the western window and flashed
athwart the corner.

" If there isn't a cobweb right in my
kitchen!" quoth Mrs. Woodcock, deliber-
ately putting down her fingers and her
feet, and going for a wing a gray goose
wing that bung by a strip of red calico
on a nail behind the door.

"Oh. yiu come, Orson? AVhere did It
strike?" she continued, appearing to dis-
cover the grinning boy.

"The hail struck everywhere, particu-
larly on Dr. Seacrest's grape-vine- s. I
haven't heard as the thunder struck at
all, not even on some folks' ears," re-

turned Orson, who was mainly composed
of a pair of overgrown bare feet, blue
cotton frock and overall, a set of broad,
white teeth and a weather-beate- n hat,
with wide, slouching brim.

" You don't mean to say the doctor's
grape-vine- s are hurt essentially, do you?"
queried Mrs. Woodcock, deaf to the im-
pertinence as she had been to the thun-
der.

"Don't know nothing about no es-
sences," replied Orson, who was fond of
long words, but not clear as to their use.

But I can tell you one thing, though.
You ought just to see the doctor's new
grape-vine- s he sets so much by. The
tendous and young grapes are fairly
chewed to bits. Yes'm. I don't expect
$500 in gold would put it back to where
it was an hour ago."

" How you talk!" gasped Mrs. AVood-coc-

who liked to have things happen,
and the worse they happened the better
she liked it. She was a very kind-hearte- d

soul, but something to talk over
was worth as much as her dinner.

" But is it so?" she continued, doubt-
fully. " Keally and truly, Orson? Now
speak the truth just exactly as it is."

i rson had as much idea of the truth
as lie had of geology.

" Yes'm," said he, getting bolder. "The
. doctor said to me, Orson Larely,' said
he, ' I wouldn't have this damagement
done to my vintonage not if you had of-
fered me a five hundred-dolla- r bill right
in my hand.' And then he looked as
sober as anything and walked straight
into the house. I saw Mrs. Seacrest
through the oriol window, and she was
crying like fury. You ought to take a
look at it yourself. Aunt Prissy, if you
don't believe me," he concluded, in an
aggrieved tone.

Mrs. Woodcock did not believe him en-
tirely, to be sure, but there might be
something worth seeing; so, after a lit-
tle reflecting, she decided it would be
bandy to have a dose of salts and senna
in the house, and she might as well step
up to the doctor's and get it then as uny
time.

There was no need to wait for the
grass to drv, for Mrs. Woodcock's choco-
late and white calico, guiltless of a pun-
ier and innocent of a trail, did not even
brush the broud plantain leaves and the
firry speedwell blossoms bordering the

n footpath that led from her
doorstep straight into the world. And
her heavy calf-ski-n shoes squeaked to
scorn the idea of wetting through.

So she tied on her sunljonnct
that had a flert calico bow prospecting
from the top, took her crooked-handle- d

green giughiiin umbrella, to act the
double part of supporter and protector,
and set out not to seek her fortune, but
seek somebody's misfortune.

Tbe way to Dr. Seacrest 's was across
the green away from the black cotton
mills down by the river; away from the
st net of stiff white cottages, where the
mill operators lived; away from the
commonplace, two-stor- y dwellings clus-
tering around the church, the store, the
blacksmith's shop and the postottice, to
a bit of level slightly removed from" The Hollow" by a sloping hill. Here
was scattered a group of houses where
the doctor, the mill owner, the minister
and two or three prosperous farmers
lived. Lived, so the Hollow people said,
" stuck up" and apart from their neigh-
bors.

But the aristocratic isolation was all
the work of the Hollow, for, as Mrs.
Woodcock often said :

" Folks can choose their own place in
the world. If they have a mind to hold
up their heads and be something they can
be, or they can be noliody or nothing.
Either one."

Accordingly she held up her head anil
made herself somebody, equally in the
kitchen of Mary Duffy, the Irish latin
dress, in Speck Lane, at the lowest dipof
the Hollow, and in the parlors of the spa
cious man ioa that crowned the top of
Quality Hill.

So now she went tut the wide, flower
bordered walk leadimr to Dr. Seacrest's
statelv doorwav wiih the assurence of a
welcome guest, and. tupping confident ly
on the open door, stepped in with a little--

nod and courtesy as much of respect to
herself as of deference to Mrs. Seacrest
and her daughter, Miriam, silting sewing
and lookingas tranoui) as though nostorm
had ever passed over either vineyard or
spirit.

Dear nic! Is it you, Mrs. Vt ooiicockt
How you started me! Come in. We
were speakinir of vou not half an hour
ago," erica .Mrs. teacrest, who was a live
ly, cordial woman, as round antl Hushed
as a poppy, and always sitting in the
sunshine, no matter what clouds there
might be in the sky.

Mrs. Woodcock came in. "Quite a
shower we have had," said she, dropping
upon a velvet sofa with an air of being
much at home on velvet. "I noticed.
as I came along. Mr. Hurlbert's oats arc
beaten flat, and I shouldn't wonder if
a gixxl deal of injury was done by the
bail:"

"Very likely," replied Mrs. Seacrest,
serenely. "The hailstones were very
large. But it has come off beautifully
now, and the air seems so much purer
after the storm."

Some people might have felt put aside
at this, but not Mrs. Woodcock. She
perceived that something lay under this

ilacid surface, and, never Detng trounieu
y excess of delicacy, proceeded at once

to send out her blood-hound-

' How was it here?" said she, bold
ly. "Anything damaged about your
grounds?"

" The dahlias, some of them were
broken offdidn't fat her say?" responded
Mrs. Seacrest, appealing to her daughter.

And 1 think some glass was broKcn in
the The doctor has just or
dered a different style of sash, so these
are out of the way "just in time."

.Everything was always llsli unit Clinic
to Mrs. Seacrest's net.

" 'Tisn't that," said Mrs. Woodcock to
herself. " Something heavier than hail-
stones is on her mind."

So she started another trail.
"Heard from Earnest lately?" she

asked.
Not very lone since, replied Mrs.

Seacrest, carelessly, but with the faint-
est shadow of a shade slipping across her
sunnv face for an instant.

" That is it," said the visitor, inwardly
nodding approvingly to herself. For it
is not everybody who would have had
the skill to touch upon the sore spot so
soon.

But before she had decided on her next
question Mrs. Seacrest spoke again.

" We are expecting him home soon,
Mrs. Woodcock, with his wife."

" His wife!" cried Mrs. Woodcock.
Even with her discerning foresight

she was not prepared for this announce-
ment. Earnest Seacrest being yet a jun-
ior in the State University.

Miriam looked steadily upon her work,
flushing with a look of painful annoy-
ance, but her mother's tone was as
blithe as ever.

"Yes," said she; "Earnest is young,
isn't he? But, after all, he is as old as I
was when I married. Our children tane
us by surprise coming to be men and
women so much sooner than we expect."

" When do you look for him them?"
faltered Mrs. Woodcock, too much be-

wildered for her usual aptness of ques-
tioning.

"Almost at anytime; I shall not be
surprised if they come answered
Mrs. Seacrest, not able to conceal some
nervous dread.

Not a dread that the married pair
might arrive before Mrs. Woodcock
should go away with her long ears, deep
eves and broad tongue. Oh, no! Mrs.
Woodcock would have scorned herself
with contemptuous scorning if such an
unworthy jealousy had crossed her self"
assured mind.

So she sat, and sat, and sat, while Mrs.
Seacrest sewed, and sewed, and sewed
and sewed.

Miriam, evidently unable to bear the
slow torture, soon found an errand to
her chamber, and found no reason for
returning.

" Wasn't your son's marriage a little
sudden to you?" asked Mrs. Woodcock,
as soon as she had collected her itleas.

" Somewhat. But it is so much better
for a young man to settle upon some one
than to fall into the habit of flirting," re-

plied Mrs. Seacrest, with cheerful satis-
faction. "And I have always been in
favor of early marriages. When people
wait till their habits are crystallized it is
much harder adapting themselves "

Mrs. Seacrest's sentence was brought
to an untimely end by the stoppage of a
carriage at the gate the doctor's car-
riage, too, with the doctor himself to
drive. '

"So it seems she knew nil the time
they wereieoming this very day, though
she made if so vague. And there was I,
as my good fortune would have it, right
in the midst of the home-coming,- " said
Mrs. Woodcock afterward, in relating
the story to Mademoiselle Widger.

Mademoiselle Widger was the milliner
who lived only three doors from Mrs.
Woodcock's, and said "Mon Dieu," to
appear like a French woman. She was
equally fond of a cup of tea and a dish of
gossip, and made all Mrs. Woodcock's
bonnets for nothing.

" So there I sat and saw it all," pur-
sued Mrs. Woodcock. " And what do you
think. Mademoiselle, but Earnest came
in with a lady on his arm older than his
mother. ' My wife,' said he, and you
might have knocked me over with one of
your feather poppies. There never was
such a surprise in Throckmorton before."

" Mon Dieu!" cried mademoiselle, with
a little foreign scream. " Did you learn
howlt happened?"

"No more than the dead." replied Mrs.
Woodcock, solemnly. " Mrs. Seacrest
tried to pass it oft with her smooth

manner, but she couldn't deceive
me. I could see she had hard work to
keep her feeling in. Hut there she poured
the tea and passed the cake to that old
thing as smiling as a moon. She is such
a hand to cover up and make as every-
thing is just right that happens to her."

"So you staid to lunch?" queried mad-
emoiselle, helping herself to a third cup
of beverage from Mrs. Woodcock's round
black pot as she spoke.

" Yes, they asked me and I didn't wait
to be deeneil. I thought it would be a
good chance to see the bride, how she
looked and how she appeared."

" Well, how was it V" asked the milli-
ner, between her sips of tea.

"She appeared well enough, as far as
that went, if she hadn't seemed old
enough to be his grandmother. You know
Earnest is master young-lookin- for his
years, antl I don't suppose he is a day
over twenty."

" But didn't you have any surmise how
it happened to take place?" pursued
mademoiselle.

" Well, I suppose she tunst have been
worth property," returned Mrs. Wood-cc-

k. w ho, like a w ise general, never ac-

knowledged a defeat. " Hut for al! that
1 don't commend it in him, and I had as
lief tell him so at his dinner-table.- "

While thus the. hidden allairs of the
doctor's family were being discussed and
stirred up in ihe Hollow, as a hen stirs
among dead leaves, on the hill they were
being covered over like the lost ha lies in
the wood. It was never the Scacrest
fashion lo parade the family skeletons
like the family jewels. So tlii y ate and
drank anil laughed, and tried io look at
the cjdcrly bride without shuddering.

Hut the ugc was not the worst of it.
She was homely. And her homeliness
was not the worst ; she was stiff and unat- -

ance meeting. "I am always rejoiced
wncn ne mounts tne nostril, tor Ins elo-
quence warms every cartridge in my
body.''

There are 33,018 w ater w heels in oper
ation in American manufacturing estab
lishments, giving a power of 1,1:10,4 Hi
horses, while Niagara Falls gives
power of 11,303,030. When will it be
utilized?

Chief Justice Waite has bought a
large lot on Khodc Island avenue, in
Washington, of Atty.-Gcn- . Williams, and
adjoining the hitter s hoc property. Thi
Chief-Justic- e proposes to build. a hand
some residence.

Ax honest dame in New York standing
beside the eoipse of her deceased hus-
band, bewailing in piteous tones his un-
timely tleparture, observed: "It's a
pity he's dead, for his teeth are as good
as ever they were."

Col. Forney, Jr., well known in Cen-
tennial City society, was recently mar-
ried in Paris to a daughter of Mr. John
Lockwood, of the same city. Those who
were present write home that it was a
f beautiful wedding."

Suieitle Under IMfUciilties.

This i s in the highest sense of
the word a free country. Sardanapalus
Coffin, down our w ay,, was rejected some
months" ago by a young woman whom he
loved; Sarah Walsingham I think was
her name ; and he determined to commit
suicide. So one evening he bought a
Itound of strychnine anil swallowed it.

hardly inside of him when sonic
of his relations came along with a stomach-
-pump and bailed him out. He was
depressed about it but he was determined
to succeed, and on the follow ing morning
he drank a pint of laudanum. At the
moment when the last drop was gurgling
In his throat his relations kicked iu the
panel of the door, manned the stomach-pum- p

and up came the poison. Any
other man would have been disheartened,
but Collin, getting a of Croton
oil, locked himself in the garret and
drained the beaker dry: He was just

bout to arrange his last words when lie
heard a noise on the roof, and upon look
ing up lie perceived the trap door open,
mid in a moment those assiduous rcla--

tives were scuttling down the steps and
currying that familiar old stomach pump.
it nail a new sucker in it and it was used

such earnestness thai Coffin felt his
toes draw in. The situation then was
absolutely pathetic and a less conscien
tious man would have abandoned the
undertaking and come back cheerfully to
life and hope and happiness and
potatoes. But Coffin, having purchased a
shovelful of Paris green, clothed him-
self in submarine armor and dove down
to the bottom of the river two miles
from shore. When he felt himself safe
he swallowed the deadly stuff and again
began to think of something good to say
:is he expired. .Just as he had decided
on some suitable language he glanced at
one side, where were those Importunate
relations of his coming down at him in a
diving-bel- l with that disgraceful stomach-

-pump all ready for action. Theyex- -

ilorcd the interior ot mm and emptied
him as usual. As they came to the sur-
face and swam ashore, Collin said this
was too much: and he asked, if such
was the case, if the Constitution of the
United States and the laws of Delaw are
authorized any man to pump the stom-
ach pcrpctuailv when he didn't want to
have it pumped? He felt that the heroes
of the Revolution died in vain if a man's
relations had a right to go plunging a
diabolical machine into his insides with
out permission. 1 hat. night Cofhn
stuffed the pump w ith fulminating pow
der and in the morning he took a dose of
iirsenic. Along came his inevitable rela
tions as usual, and they began to pump
him; hut at the very first down-strok- e

the concern exploded and blew Collin
into vulgar fractions. The story teaches
important lessons to the young; it teach
es that the secret of success is persistent
effort. No stomach-pum- p can baffle a
man with a resolute will and plenty of
poison. Max Adeler.

Bradbury's Mistake.

In Philadelphia there are whole blocks
of houses exactly alike, and sometimes
there is such a quantity ot them in a
square that a man who lives near the
middle has to begin counting at the cor
ner in order" to ascertain which is his
house. Mr. Bradbury a few nights ago
came home late, and as he was thinking

f something else he forgot to count.
When about two doors from home he
ran up the front steps of Mr. Petty's res-
idence with a conviction that it was his
own. ills dead-lalel- i Key opened the
door readily, and Bradbury, after grop-
ing around in the dark for the hat-rac-

knocked against it and upset it. Mr.
Petty was s just about to go to
bed. When he heard the noise he went
to the head of the staircase and listened.
He discovered that there was a man in
the hall below and he knew at once it
was a burglar. So he went back to his
room and got his revolver. Then he shut
his eyes and fired at random. The noise
waked Mrs. Petty and she began to
scream violently. Then Bradbury felt
certain that there was a band of robbers

engaged in butchering Mrs.
Bradbury and the children. As he
started to creep softly up the staircase to
reconnoitre Petty began to steal quietly
down the staircase to look after the burg-
lar he had killed. They met on the first
landing, and although both were terribly
frightened they grappled, for both knew
it would be a struggle to the death. Afler
fighting desperately the combatants
rolled dow n the stairs to the floor be-

neath, while Mrs. Petty sprang the rattle
for a policeman. Just as Petty got the
upper hand of Bradbury and was mutilat-
ing bis nose with his fist, the police hurst
the front door open and struck a light.
Then an explanation ensued and Brad
bury went home, l ou have perhaps seen
a prize egg plant at an agricultural fair?
u ell, lirudhury s nose resemhled that in
size and color and shape, and now he not
only counts from the corner when he
romes home, but he has the front of his
house painted white, with a
headlight over the front door. Max
Meier.

Pet Spiders.
A writer in the Amerfrttii Naturalist

gives an interesting account of his expe-
rience in taming a pair of spiders of the
genus l.ycosa. These spiders never build
ti web, but wander for I heir prey, hiding

nder slones or burrowing in the ground.
Thev are large and stout, and covered
wilh hair; and some of them, as the ta-
rantula, are formidable insects indeed.
Tin: pair in question were confined in a

lgar oox. covered with a pane ot glass,
lirough which their proceedings were

watched. Spiders do not ordinarily mun- -

fest social qualities; but these, after
heir first feur of eucll other was over-
come, became exceedingly friendly. In
he beginning of their aciiiiaintance both

were limiil ami shv, but in till course of
i week Ihey had established a most ami
able int imucy. I hey would chase each
Iher about the box, lirsl one and then

the oilier being Ihe pursuer. They
would meet together in a mimic- battle.
rearing on their hind legs with the fore
legs of each resting on I he ot her's head
ind body, and distending lhi-i- jaws.
seeming on dire miscliicl intent. Anil
afler a momcnTs harmless cncounlcr
llicy would droll their feel again and run
iw av from each other, like a iiiuple of

The only lime they exhibited absolute
was when their daily draft of

water was given them. In tlieir eager-
ness to quench their thirst they would
often crowd and jostle each other, and
then one would, like enough, turn mail
and drive the other away. Their ow ner
upplied them with water by means of as
whalebone fringed into a brush at one
end. This would hold a drop or two.
After the first twoorthree timesof drink-
ing from this fountain the spiders would
run for it the instant it was introduced
into the box. and, rising on their hind
legs, resting their fore legs on the whale-
bone, they would suck it dry. Spiders
arc supposed capable of enduring long
fusts from food and drink; but, in this
instance, they were always ready to slake
their thirst at least once a day

They were amply supplied with flies,
which they would capture something as
a cat catches a bird. They would creep
to within an inch of their victim ; then,
standing motionless a moment, throw
the body forward the length of the hind
legs, which would remain fixed. They
seldom missed on the first effort; but if
they did they would repeat the attempt
until successful. After eating they would
clean themselves on with great precision,
first brushing oil the body with the legs,
and then the legs with the jaws and
palpi. When all was done, the minute
heap of dirt which they had accum-
ulated in front of them would be pushed
away with the fore legs.

On one occasion a common house- -

spider was put in the box with them. It
was much smaller than they, yet they
were greatly afraid of it, keeping as far
from it as possible. in the night the
house-spide- r spun a web covering most
of the box. Next morning they were
found in one corner completely cowed.
On removing the house-spide- r thev re
covered their spirits and were as lively as
ever. Larth was provided for them in
which to burrow and hide, if they chose.
But civilization had probably deranged
their natural instincts; for, though they
dug holes in it, they were irregularly
constructed, and were never used for
purposes of concealment.

The Heroism of Common Life.

Did it ever strike the reader how much
heroism is required to make the work of
he world go on in spite ot heat, in spite

of cold, in despite ot wind, rain, sickness.
disinclination, and all the obstacles
which exist and continually arise to the
prosecution of any plan, the fulfillment of
any endeavor ?

Had we, any of us, nothing to do but
consult our own desires, attend to our
own wishes, we should soon find that
enough. We should accept the fate
which cast us in a world where every
want was supplied with becoming forti-
tude, and consider that we had plenty to
do in providing for our personal comfort,
escaping annoyances and nursing our
nnger-ache- s and headaches.

But, instead of this easy state of
things, we are turned into a world where
everything has to be wrested by persis
tent etlort and the force of will from cir-
cumstances arrayed against it; where
every one is engaged in a pitched battle
with fate and the combined forces for
whatever of good can be got out of life.
and for life itself. All the old stories of
the dragons that guarded the treasures
of the earth recur to the mind, and ac
quire a new significance in the light of
the modern conflict ot intelligence with
nut ural phenomena.

The vast machinery of our social life
is a new Juggernaut which rolls over and
mows down indiscriminately whatever is
not able to bear the pressure, whether it
be feelings, affections, or men and women
The necessities of the case fortunately
take us out of ourselves; we have n
lime to discuss, or hardly to discover,
our individual aches and pains, or wants
and wishes. We move as part of a sys-
tem. We wake up in the morning with
the whole current of will and being set
in the direction of a certain line of duty
or the acconip. ishment. of a particular
object, and we allow no minor fact to in-

terfere w ith it. Cold or heat are disre-
garded, bodily pains forgotten or reso-
lutely set aside, and we find
we can control our own forces as cer-
tainly as we can control the forces of
nature, and almost make ourselves well,
as some few, by perpetually nursing
their ailments, make themselves ill.

This heroism which rears and feeds
and clothes and shelters us; which
builds our railroads and bridges and
grand public edifices; which adapts to
our use the productions of nature and
delights us with the beautiful and per-
manent in works of art; which is so
common that it has ceased to be a mat-
ter of thought or interest, is the best of
all proofs tliat there is something inher-
ently good and noble in human nature
something that the hardest circum-
stances tend to develop and that no
amount of can destroy. It is
evidence sufficient of a natural nobility
which may be put in the scales against
all the facts which show natural de-
pravity. Hearth ami Home.

How to Take a Picture.

The artist, having secured a customer,
is supposed to seat the happy individual
in the skylight room in the proper posi-
tion. He then gets out his portrait lens
and after carefully wiping the surfaces
of the glasses with a clean silk handker-
chief or chamois leather screw s it on to
the portrait camera and places them
both on the heavy camera stand oppo-
site to the subject to be taken. He then
lays the focusing-clot- h on the camera
mill puts his head under the cloth iu or-
der to see more clearly the image on the
ground-glass- . He slides in or out the
inner body of the camera until the image
is seen quite distinctly and then fixes
the camera with the screw provided.
The ground-glas- s frame is then removed
from the camera antl the tiark side in.
serted in its place. The lens is then
covered, the shutter of the dark slide is
raised and the lens cap gently removed so
as not to shake the camera; thus the
light will be admitted to the sensitive
plate. The tithe of exposure varies, but
an average of ten seconds may be
allowed. At the end of that time
the cap is replaced on its lever,
the shutter of the slide is shut down and
taken into the durk room. The door be-
ing closed so as to exclude all white
light, the plate is carefully removed from
the dark slide. The nitrate solution
which has accumulated at the bottom is
drained oil". An ounce of developing so-

lution is put into a measuring glass, and
w hile holding the horizontally by
the bare corner, collodion side upward,
enough of the solution is poured along
the bottom edge of the plate to easily
cover it. The plate is gently inclined to
allow the solution to llow uniformly
backward and forward. The image
quickly appeurs. When its shaded por-
tions are fully out, Ihe solution is turned
otl'and the plate washed by allowing
water lo flow over it for not less than
one minute. The plate is then laid in a
shallow dish kept for the purpose, and
there is quickly poured over it enough
of the fixing solution lo cover il. As
soon as Ihe yellow film of iodide of silver
is dissolved." the plate is lifted out and
w ashed. The plate is then dried and the
collodion surface varnished, afler which
Ihe picture is complete. This is the proc-
ess for taking simply glass positives.
There is some variation, but nol of male
rial interest to the render, in taken nega-
tives. t''i ': Tim-9- .

tractive in person. And it was hardly
the consolatii.n that, perhaps it should
have been to perceive the unlimited fond-
ness that the boy bridegroom had for his
aged companion. For it is really a com-
fort, though a small one, to see our
friends chafe under degradation. Accept-
ing slavery with contentment makes the
captive twice a slave.

However, the less the family felt like
saying sweet things, the more they
pressed the sugared cuke, the
and strawberries uton their new member.
Hut all this time there was something in
the background waiting to tie brought
forward, and it was the bride who bad the
courage first to touch it.

"Earnest," she began, with the domi-
nant air of an elderly aunt, " an explana-
tion is due your father and mother and
sister," she added, glancing sharply at
Miriam, who was fairly seasick with dis-
gust and sorrow and mortification.

"Yes, Lily, tell them," answered Earn-
est, looking at her as though she were
sugar candy.

The idea "of calling that old, black.
greasy thing " Lily."

1 lie truth is, then," said Lily, turn
ing her withered face away lrom
Earnest as though it cost her an
effort, " by the will of the uncle
from whom I had my money, un-
less I married before a certain date I lost
it all. And a kinsman, who was heir-at- -

law, was very anxious to inherit it."
The old cur wanted Lily himself." in

terposed Earnest, "and he thought if he
got her money he would be sure to get
ner. At any rate, he was resolved to
have that. This was why we hud to he so
secret."

Miriam fairly groaned : and even fairy- -
hearted Mrs. Seacrest dropped her nan- -
kin-rin- g on the floor, and came up from
stooping for it with wet eyelashes. To
think that Lamest has sold himself for
thisjwomun's gold! So Mrs. Woodcock
down in the Hollow was right after all.

Hut, asthouirh she suspected the nature
of their thoughts, Lily went on.

1 had some trouble in persuading
Earnest ," she said, looking at him fondly
through her blue glasses, while she pat-
ted her gray curls and settled her cap.
(" I knew you had," ejaculated Miriam,
inaudibly.) uIlc had a foolish notion of
waiting till after I had lost my property.
But I had a right to it and I "wanted to
keep it."

" We had a jolly time, though, dodg-
ing old Drymar. He is about discover-
ing now, Lily, that he isn't so smart as
he thought he was," said Earnest, burst-
ing into a joyous laugh, and nobody felt
the heart to join in.

Then he took from his pocket the mar-
riage certificate, dated that very day. It
seemed he had telegraphed to his father
to meet him and his wife at the station
not more than five minutes after she be-

came his wife.
" We had to turn pretty sharp corners

to keep out of Drymar's way," continued
Earnest, still chuckling. "lie thought
he had Lily safely locked in her room,
while he sent for a justice, thinking he
would frighten her into a marriage with
him. or, at any rate, keep her away from
other men till the day had gone by. But
Lily w as better at picking locks than he
thought ; and she frame to me, poor
tiling, so out of breath and frightened."

Earnest's voice grew tenderer and
pitiful at the thought, and he took Lily's
hand in his with a caressing gesture.

" I ioved her ever since I have been in
college, and she knew it, but. we had to
keep it to ourselves on old Drymar's ac-
count. And I was dying to marry her,
hut I didn't like the idea of marrying
for money exactly. However, tliere
wasn't any help for" it then, mother, vou
see. Drymar was her legal guardian
until she married, or was of a certain
age. So chum and I fixed her up in her
bridal dress, and here we are!"

I'pon that the irrepressible bridegroom
got up and kissed his bride, then led
tier from the room, saying over his
shoulder:

" We will be back directly."
When they were gone, a sorrowful sigh

bubbled out of the mother's soul.
"Poor boy!" said she; "his heart is

all right, and I cannot blame him."
" 1 blame him for falling in love with

his grandmother, in the first place," said
Miriam, severely. "And her having the
money makes it all the more horrible. It
seems so sordid, even though we may
know better."

Almost before they had done speaking
they heard Earnest's step on the stairs,
and his voice in such loving, happy tones
that it sent fresh pain through the listen-
ers. Then he appeared with his bright,
curling head and his sunny eyes like his
mother's. But with him came, instead
of the wrinkled old bride, a fair-face-

blushing girl, with a shower of golden
hair, and all the beauty of youth and
happiness on her sw eet face. A lily truly,
beautiful anil pure.

" We had to fix her up that way, chum
and I, for fear old Drymar would meet
us," cried Earnest, with a burst of boy-
ish delight at the astonished and relieved
faces of the family: " and it has been
such fun to watch Miriam this evening.
Father and mother keep in better."

"Mon Dieu! Do you call that little
creature old enough to he Earnest's
grandmother?" whispered Mademoiselle
Widger to Mrs. Woodcock, leaning over
her pew railing on the next Sabbath, as
the Seaerests came into church.

Mrs. AVoodcoek looked, took off her
glasses, wiped them, and looked again

"Mercy on me! And I sat as nenr to
her on that day as I am to the minister
now! How a body's eyes will deceive
them!" she cried.

" ir I Had Leisure."
" If I had leisure I would repair that

weak place in my fence," said a farmer.
He hail none, however, and while drink-
ing cider w ith a neighbor the cows broke
in and injured a prime piece of corn. He
had leisure then to repair his fence, but
it did not bring back his corn.

" If 1 had leisure," said a wheelwright
last winter, "I would alter my stovepipe,
for I know it is not safe." But he did not
find time, and when his shop caught fire
and burnt down he found leisure to build
anoi her.

"If I had leisure," said a mechanic, "I
should have my work done in season."
The man thinks his time has been all oc-

cupied, hut he was not at work till after
sunrise; he quit work at five o'clock,
smoked a cigar after dinner, and spent
two hours on the street talking nonsense
with an idler.

"If I had leisure," said a merchant, "I
pay more attention to my accounts

and try and collect, my bills more
promptly." The chance is, my friend, if
you had leisure you would probably pay
less attention lo the matter than you do
now. The tiling lacking wilh hundreds
of farmers who till the soil is nol more
leisure, but more resolution the spirit, to
do, to do now. If the farmer who sees
his fence in a poor condition would only
act at once, how much might be saved?
It would prevent brcachy cuttle creating
quarrels among neighbors lliut in many
cases terminate in law suits, which lake
nearly all tin y arc holh worth to pay Ihe
lawyers.

The fact is. farmers and mechanics have
more leisure than Ihey are aware of for
study and improvement of their minds.
They have Ihe long evenings of winter
in which they can post themselves upon
all Hie improvements of the day. if they
will take lc il agricultural
journals and read them with care. The
farmer w ho fails to study his business,
and then gits shaved, has nobody but
himself to lilame. Car. Ar. E. Fanaer.

The chief cause of tires is carelessness
of servants.

Tiik Ouaker loves the ocean for its
broad brim.

Is parts of Switzerland minors cannot
use tobacco.

At White Pine, Ncv., mahogany is
used for fuel.

The ore richest in iron is the magnetic
or black oxide.

Ilo.Nit Koni: has about forty small
steamers for harbor use.

Lauoe bands of elks are reported in
ditlerent parts of Oregon.

Abundance of ozone is what makes
Alpine resorts so healthy.

Denmark is out of rabbits and has
sent to France to buy 30,01X1.

The Franklin Hotel at Wort hington,
Jnd., was burned down recently.

The Compulsory Education law of Cal
ifornia went into eflect 1st .July.

A Kirn vein of copper has been discov
ered at nice s Point, near Duluth.

As A rule, the rates for lioard every-
where are lower this year than last.

British house-painter- s harden their
bunds by washing in oak-bar- k water.

TnK submarine cable between Con
stantinople and Odessa has been laid.

Woman's glory is in her hair, but it is
a good plan to tie it up when cooking.

A vein of coal twenty-tw- o inches thick
has been discovered near Louisville,
Kan.

Does anybody know why there is
more dust inside the horse-car- s than out
side?

These are the days in which to ask
favors. Everybody is in a melting
mood.

The work of arching the Hoosac tun
nel is well under way and progressing
finely.

Thev sell land in the region of Lake
George, not by the acre but by the
island.

Ethan Allen, the famous trotting
stallion, was sold recently in Kansas tor
$3,200.

When a man parts his hair in the mid
dle the crease is very apt to strike into
tha brain.

A woman at Lowell, Mass., who weighs
301 pounds is ruining the hack business
in that place.

A Wisconsin book-agen- t has been
killed by the kick of a horse man's most
faithful" friend.

An old business sign in Philadelphia
many years ago read: "William Shot and
Jonathan Fell."

Imaoine how they exist in Florida
without a daily paper. No wonder alli-
gators are plenty.

John Lane, of Omaha, Neb., is so tall
that he can seize hold of a bar placed
twelve feet high.

Beauty and bashfulness are often
united, yet the loveliest maiden is ad-
mired for her cheek.

The Italian Government proposes to
establish a monopoly of the tobacco-raisin- g

business in Sicily.
Refusal on the part of a husband to

push the perambulator is to be jnudc
ground for a divorce.

Unfashionable persons say Lawng
Br'nch, just as of yore; fashionable per-
sons say Lung Braanch.

A Kentucky man was arrested and
fined five dollars for making an unsuc-
cessful attempt at suicide.

A ooi way for parents to encourage
cremation is to leave the matches where
the children can get them.

A fan with a watch on one side of the
handle and a strong eye-glas- s on the
other is the last thing out in Paris.

The cotton factories of Columbus, Ga.,
have taken 0,442 bales of cotton thus
far, an increase of 1,742 over last year.

Philadelphia needs a dry dock. The
American steamship India has had to go
to New York to get her bottom painted.

A man in Boston, in his hurry to assist
a fainting lady, got a bottle of mucilage
instead of camphor and bathed her face
with it.

The last excuse that young men offci
to her mother is: " Want to take het
over to the park and show her the comet,
ma'am."

The prize poetry in the French Acad-
emy will be awarded in 1875 to the
author of the best piece of poetry on Liv-
ingstone.

At last accounts over two thousand
people were distributed among the Thou-
sand Isles. That would be two persons
to each isle.

The mints of the United States and
those of England, France and Germany
won't use any hut Lake Superior copper
in the manufacture of coin.

A i.ECTi'KEK aptly demonstrates the
theory that heat generates motion by
pointing to a boy who accidentally sat
down on a piece of lighted punk.

TnEitE is a man in Indianapolis who
declaims the " Quarrel of Fitz-Jame- s

and Roderick Dhu" in such a way as to
make the stillest shirt collars wilt.

An Iowa paper predicts that In five
years every barrel of Western Hour will
he sent East in barrels of paper, made
from the straw the wheat grew on.

Durino a game of base ball tit Mem
phis recently a negro and a ballist had a
controversy, in which pistols were useii
on both sijes and the negro was killed.

A survey for a branch road to Hot
Springs, Ark., leaving the main line of
the Cairo & Fulton Koad thirty-on- e miles
south of Memphis, has been completed.

A iiiscatcii from Brownsville, Tex.,
reports the first bale of cotton shipped
to New Orleans a few days since from
the ranche of J. Hynes, at Santa Maria.

A boiler in the Eagle Iron Works at
Terre Haute, Ind., exploded the other
day, badly scalding Win. Fisher, the en-
gineer, fie will probably die of his

At Lebanon, Ind., recently, Eliza .1.
Peckhani. aged seventy-fiv- e years, while
engaged in picking cherries, fell from a
step-ladde- anil striking upon her head
was instantly killed.

" Please, sir," said a little girl who
was sweeping a crossing for a living,
"you have given me a bad penny."
" Never mind, little girl, you may keep
it for your honesty."

" I'd hate to be in your shoes," said a
woman of Ihe East Side, recently, as she
was quarreling with a neighbor." You
couldn't get in them," sarcastically re-

marked the neighbor.
The Chicago doctors are trying with

lamb's blood to feed the lambent name
of life in a consumptive patient. Doubt-
ful if they succeed thus in pulling the
wool over the fell destroyer.

" Have you seen my black-face- ante-
lope?" inquired Mr. I.eoscope, who hail a
collect ion of animals, of his friend

" No, I haven't. Whom did
your black faced aunt elope with?"

An orator who had raised his audience
lo a grcut height by his lofty roarings
exclaimed: " 1 will now close in the bean
tiful language of the poet I forget his
name and and 1 forget whal he said,
too."

A I'oi.itici n, w ishing to compliment a
well-to-d- farmer, said: " Vou must have
begun life curly to acciiiimlule such an
estate as this." "Yes." replied the
farmer, "I began life when I was a mere
baby."

"Dear me. how fluidly he talks!" said

Down t!iru;ti the muuilows. with s

iiriui.Vt'juiitvr two i!inikad hare fit't :
So fair and o dainty you'd lake them at t

For a pair of twin piiow-tlaki- fop'ot to alight
Till iu place of thi; winter' rold inantlir of white

spread funimt-- k frri-r- ranopv ivi'et:Ahovp thi-ii- i a wee little maiden looks out.
And laulia at tile crimson heads uouiling about.

She lanolin at the afternoon . nor known
hat her curls have half of its !leain

Through the uook where the t

nrler urown.
And ou past the haunt of the daisy she pin's.
Her steps in the shadow-- the maple tree throws.

To talk with the roliiekhiir stream.
A merry-voice- bluebird san-- over her head:
" Where are you goin;?"" she thought he aid.

Don't hinder me. dear Pule birdie!" she cried.
' I'm in a LTeat hurry, you see.

I'm "oiiii; to lind where the si rawberries hide;
I'll steal every one from their mamiiia-viue'- s

slile.
Give them in my basket a nice little riile.

And take to my uiamiaa for tea:
She II smile in my eyi-- s like tin- beautiful sun.
And ?ivc ine three kisses for every one.''

" Here, dear!" calls a bobolink down in the dell,
" I've found you the slrawberrv bed !"

Oh. ijuickly ami thickly Hie bright berries I
,.. . .up- - .,1 ii.-- i i ii m i

Berries and liHi 'twere uot easy to tell.
Which were most sweet or most real.

The small empty basket disconsolate lies.
While .Tasshoppera wan it with curious eyes.

Mamma, pecpinir anxiously out of the door.
As the slant western sunbeams peco iu.

Seen a queer little figure home trudging once
more.

With yellow curls tangled, and dainty feet siare.
And soniclhin; that's strangely like blood trick,

ling o'er.
From torehead to round dimpled chin!

Her mother-hear- t tbrolis with a sudden affright.
Aud the world for a momcul seems fading from

sight;
But the fears fly away when a voice full of glee,

Tails out iu a silve'rv tone
"O mamma, dear mamma! just come here and

Bee
The strawberries f have been picking for tea!"
Mamma lifts the basket lid ote, tu, three

Ked strawberries Iviugaloue!
But she gives three kisses for every one,
Aud both faces shiue iu the beautiful sun.

Schovttltij Magazine.

JACK'S ATTEMPTS AT C0MP0SI
TI0N.

" Say, Allie, help me about my compo
sition, will you?" pleaded Jack, making
a clumsy grab at his sister, who sat read
ing in the great arm-chai- r. Said grab
was intended for a sort of caress; but in
stead of propitiating Miss Allie, who was
a very proper young lady, it had the

to disconqiose her very much.
"Jack Smith," she exclaimed, sitting

bolt upright and jerking her elbows,
"you ve pulled my hair down, and broken
my comb, and lost my place, and tum
bled my run, and and you act like a
bear!"

With this slight relief to her feelings
Alice repaired her offended dignity as
well as she could and settled dow n to her
book again.

Jack stood a minute with a rueful
countenance, and then ventured to repeat
his appeal.

" Say, Allie, I've got to write my essay
and hand it in Monday morning. Help a
fellow, can t you? Come."

"As if I kept your ideas! Help yuur--

tetf with your essay! And I think you
had better take uood .Manners foryour
subject, and study it well!"

" I won't," said Jack, now thoroughly
on the defensive. "I won't have any
such stuff. If you don't
want to help me vou needn't. I guess I
can get along without you."

Spurred !y his sister s sarcasm anu
irritated by her curt refusal. Jack sum-
moned all his pride and spunk and de-
termined to make his last remark good at
once.

He strode off to the farther corner of
the room, opened his father's secretary
and sat down to write.

" Papa'll scold if you use his pens.
murmured Alice, glancing languidly up
from her book.

Jack gave a scornful snort and seized
a ouitl. He spread the biggest fool's-ca- p

sheet he could find, and then took up ink
enough to write n lines and
make two great blots besides.

" Le s see," quoth he to liimselt. " Lc s
see. Mar? No, you aunt, sir! joe
Jones whipped, me the last time we

layed war. 1 am t going to w rite auout
war. behind? 1 nat s too out. ivchad
one or two compositions about school
already. Spring? No, that s too tame.

Jack scratched his head.
Suddenly a wood-cu- t protruding from

under a pile of papers caught his eye.
lie pulled it out and unlolded a copy ot
the New York Tlitiiuler-Ula- All the
eight sides of that marvelous paper w ere
covered with pictures and stories calcu
lated to make a boy s blood tingle.

or several evenings past Jack had
been regaling himself (rather on the sly)
w ith the adventures of "Jay-ha- ker Bill,"
whose visage glared lrom the page he
held. It struck him suddenly that lie
might write a story. Stories were so easy
to write, and everybody liked to read 'em.
He would write something tun oi hair
breadth escapes, like the adventures of

Bill." Oh, that would be
just splendid.

JIc began to rack his lira in lor a
plot." But the plot did not come so

easy, after all. He searched slyly through
eThnnder-Vla- p for hints. Surely the

brilliant minds who contributed to those
wonderful pages ought to furnish him a
spare thought or two.

At length he caught an idea mat lie
thought would do to begin with, and
plunging his quill in the inkstand, and
spreading his elbows at right angles, he
went vigorously to work. Whenever his
inspiration seemed about to collapse he
stole a glance at " Half
an hour passed, and Jack was

in his story. Suddenly (forget-
ting his late repulse) he called out

1 say, Ailie, AUie: Vt Hat s ij yun
phase1 in French?"

" s il rait plait, muriiiureu Alice, Knit
ting her brow s.

ilrer-nlat- echoed .lack, transfix
ing the precious phrase with his pen. He
had a heroine in his story, and he w anted
to make her talk some French. After a
short silence, he called again

" Allie, w hut's .''.'"
" Jack Smith. I'll ask mamma to send

vou out if you interrupt me one more
time! Yes is ant. A here, now, don t you
ask me another thing!"

Wee, wrote Jack, and on he w ent
like a locomotive, leaving t lie storm be-

hind him.
There was peace in the Smith sitting

riMim for twenty minutes. Al the end
of that lime the juvenile novelist wanted
some more r rencli. Not daring lo ins- -

urb Alice now, he tiptoed to Ihe book
shelves, silently consulted her "ras-quelle,- "

and returned so charged wilh
important words that he stumnieii in era
stool and forgot how to spell them.

.V man on a horse! muiiereti .hick.
withering under a sisterly glance.

Pshaw! I can't remember, unit I cunt
go and look again. It w as lc s sei

'in III si'iret yes, haminlt on a share! : I

guess tliats 11. .villi loriiiwini uns
rather astonishing piece of French as
set dow ll in black and white.

flic lea-bel- l rang before Jack finished
and copied this production. Afterward

did Ins chores, Imt so lull was he ot
his essay that he could not sleep before
laying it under appreciative eyes. He
asked his mother if he might not go over
to see " .Miss (,race that evening.

Miss tiracc" was Jack's teacher. She
was fond of boys, and perfect mistress of
all their hearts.

She sat by her pallor table sewing
when Jack was shown in. and she made
him quite at home instantly.

1 ame to bring my compo-Mtion-
, Miss

pose you take it up while I look your es-
say over."

Accordingly Jack took the book ana
began to read. Soon he looked up with
a comical mixture ot indignation anu
amusement on bis face. Miss C race's
meaning in setting him to study the Baron
had daw ned upon him.

"Gracious! ' sauljack, "can t ne leu
big ones? "

He read a little farther, and laid mo
book down. " I wish I hadn't written a
story. But I've read lots of newspaper
ones 'most as bad as this man's." His
teacher remained silent.

Sav. Miss (race." cried Jack, starting
toward her suddenly, " let me write some
thing else. 1 Dclieve 1 uon t like my
storv.

Verv well : vou may write another
composition while sitting here with nie,
if you like. I here are pencils and paper
in tl draw er."

So, making her his muse this time, and
forgetting all about "Jay-hawke- r Bill,
he wrote an essay on " Truth," which Miss
Grace thought would do very well (when
the spelling, etc., was corrected), ne
read it to her. sitting on a footstool at
her feet. Jack was only eleven, but Miss
Grace told him a boy of eleven ought tc
think independently, and never let his
mind get poisoned by the wretched style
and mutter of such story papers as the
New York Thunder-Clap- . This is Jack's
second composition :

Titrrn.
Truth is when vou don't tell a lie. I some

times miss the truth, which is a Falsehood.
It is rong to tell false Hoods. It makes a
fellow meun und smnll. The biggest Lyre I
ever heurd of wus Baron Munchausen (Jack

:ul copied the hard word very carefully out
of the book). He sed lie tide his horse to a
stick when the slio was deep and in the morn-
ing when the snow melted he found it was to
the church steeple, so there the Horse hung
till hu shot the Briual in two ana lei mm
drop.

xfuny stories which is printed is lize and are
not the truth: not because thev are not true,
hut because they are not like Life, und teueU
Peeple harm.

I wrote a storv oncet lint I was ashamed of
it I mean to stick to the truth the rest of my
life. J.vck Smith.

YoutlCn Companion.

Postal Statistics.

Is lT'.K) the number of postoffices in
the United States wus 7."i, the length of
post-road- s in miles was 1,875 miles, the
r .i - ,.. ir il:postal ll'VCIIIicn uiiiwiiiitcii or null
the expenditures to $W,140. That was
the day of small things in our postal sys- -

em.
In 1800 the postoffices had risen to !M);j

in number and the length of post-road- s

to 20.817 miles. The revenues were
f:80,804 and the expenditures Jf.':ll,!KM.
1 his shows a remarkable increase in ten
yi'irs . .

jn me numoer oi postouices was
2.300. the length of post-road- s was 30,070
miles, the postal revenues were f.'io 1,084
und the expenditures were f4'.i.i.!iu'..

In 1820 the number ot postouices was
4,f,00, the length of post-road- s was 72,4!I2
miles, the postal revenues were $1,111,
'.127, and the expenditures were $1,100,

20.
In 1830 the number of postoffices was

8,4."0, the length of post-road- s wus 115,- -

170 miles, the postal revenues xi.uiti.joii
und the expenditures were if 1, O.V.I, 100.

In 1840 the number ot postouices w as
13,480, the length of post-roud- s was 155,- -

30 miles, the postal revenues were
$4,543,521.02, and the expenditures were
$4,718,325.04.

In I8.o the number oi postouices was
18.417, the length of post-road- s was 178,- -

072 miles, the postal revenues were $,-411- 0

,080.80, and the expenditures were
$5,212,053.43.

In 1800 the number of postoffices was
28.408, the length of post-roud- s was 240,- -

04 miles, the postal revenues were :,- -

218.007.40, aud the expenditures were
$14,874,772.80.

In 1870 the number ot postouices was
28 402. the length of post-roud- s was 231,- -

232 miles, the postal revenues were $10,- -

72,220.05, and the expenditures wero
$23,!I!I8,837.03.

In lSi,i the number oi posiomces was
13.244, the length of post-road- s was 250,'--

10 miles, the postal revenues were
100.74 57, and the expenditures were

$20,084,045.07.
Ihese figures give the progress ny

of tin postal system of the United
States since 1700, covering a period of

ighty-thre- e years. A'. Y. Inth pendent.

The Eagle in Kentucky.

This is the w ay the Louisville Coiirier- -

Joiiiiial editorially ushered in the glon- -

Fourlh: "This is Ihe fourth of .Inly.
I argues that, being Ihe I olllt h oi July,

is not the 17th ol March. r is
Hie 1st of May. nor Chiisinias. SI.
trick was nol born on Ihe Fourth of

lulv. Ouecn iclona was not crowned
on ihe Foil rlh of July. No thanksgiving
has ever been appointed for the Fourth
of July; and history has failed to record
one single banging or horse-race- . And
yet Ihe Fourth of .lulv is honored as the
day on which ticn. Jackson signed the
Declaration of Independence: as ihe day
on which Dr. Franklin won the buttle of
New Orleans; us the day Ihe eagle bird
of liberty Happed her wings and ex-

claimed. "in the classic words of Jones'
lighter, ' I mil Ihe howling raccoon of Ihe
mountains.' Shall we omit I o honor the
day and eclebrale il? No. 15c there not
a I In less, or a si ripe erased,
or : star obscured! Nail to Ihe mast
that holv Hag, set every threadbare sail,
and give her to the God of storms, the.
lightning and the gale!"

Spilkins, who has been the rounds of
the college commencements this year,
says that altogether the most sensible
and pleasing remarks he has heard any-

where were those of the 'pupils at Ihe
Institution for the Pcaf and Dumb.playful kittens.


